io6     THE MEMOIRS OF THE BARON DE MAR EOT
The elder asked for my papers. I handed him my passport whereon I was described as sub-lieutenant in the 25th Mounted Chasseurs. 'You a sub-lieutenant!5 cried the gendarme. c You are too young to be an officer.5 • But read the personal -description, and you will see it says that I am under twenty; besides, it is correct at all points.' ' That may be, but you have forged it, and the proof is that the uniform of the Chasseurs is green, and you have got a yellow jacket. You are a runaway conscript, and I arrest you/ c Very good; bat when we get to Orthez I shall have no difficulty in proving to your lieutenant that I am an officer and this passport was made out for me/ My arrest did not trouble me much until the elder gendarme declared that he had no intention of returning to Orthez, that his quarters were at Peyrehorade, and that I was going thither with him. I •declared I was not going to do any such thing; that if I had had no papers he would have a right to require it, but that as I had produced a passport he had no business to make me go back, and that according to the regulations he ought to go with me to Orthez. The younger man, who was also less in liquor, said that I was right; whereupon a lively altercation arose between the two horsemen. They insulted each other freely, and presently, in the midst of the tremendous storm which was going on all the time, they drew their swords and fell on madly. As for me, being afraid that I might get wounded in this ridiculous combat, I got down into the immense ditch by the roadside, waded through, up to my waist in water, and clambered up into the neighbouring field, whence I had a good view of my lively friends foining away to the best of their power. Luckily, their cloaks, heavy with wet, hampered their arms, and their horses, frightened by the thunder, would not come near each other, so the combatants were only able to aim unsteady blows. At last the •elder gendarme's horse fell, and the rider rolled into the ditch. Emerging, covered with mud, he found that his saddle was broken, and that he had no choice but to continue his journey •on foot, which he did, announcing to his comrade that he must be responsible for the prisoner. Left alone with the free to take part again in hostilities.
